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I imagine that Sir Ronald Campbell must have spoken
far more pertinently, for he is one of those cool and de-
liberate people, not to be put off by facetious remarks.
The event came as no surprise to the Ambassador.
Nor did it to me. I was under no illusions about the
Bordeaux Government. They had thrown themselves
deliberately into the claws of a system as though into a
mouse-trap. If they wanted to get out, they wouldn't be
able to, and they did not want to. Nevertheless, as long
as the armistice was not signed, the tiniest flicker of hope
remained like a night-light by the bedside of a dying
man; so long as a trace of breath remains, a miracle is
possible. Despair does not overwhelm the survivors until
the last breath has been drawn.
On June 2ist Hitler had received the French delegation
commissioned to hear the victor's armistice terms. The
four days that had elapsed between the request of June ryth
and the reception of the emissaries on the twenty-first had
been spent by the master of the Reich in having the train,
in which Foch, Weygand's Foch, had read the Allies'
armistice terms to the German delegation on Novem-
ber nth, 1918, transported to Rethondes.
At Rethondes, in the train of Foch! Hitler in Foch's
chair I
" Weygand 1 Weygand! " cries a voice with corses
from the depths of the tomb.
Does Weygand ever think that, in the history manuals
of future ages, it will be possible to read a terrible abridged
account of this kind:
" Rethondes. On November nth, 1918, Foch, accom-
panied by his Chief of Staff, Weygand, dictated at
Rethondes the conditions of the armistice requested by
the conquered German aggressor."
" On June 2ist, 1940, General Weygand, successor to
Foch, deputed General Huntziger to capitulate to the
German aggressor, who dictated the armistice terms in the
same coach that had been used in 1918."